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But whew 

DfcRK THOUGHTS 
: INUNDATED 

A MAW'S 
THOUGHTS , IT 
15 NOT EASY 
TO STILL THE 

TROUBLED 
WATERS OF THE 

soul I before 

PROCEEDING, 
BULtARD WAITED 
FOR HIS HANDS 

TO CEASE 
QUIVERING! IT 
WAS THEN THAT 
HE HEARD THE 
MUSIC AND 
LWJSHTER J 
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<GJSuu.ARD 

HASTENED Hfft 
6T£ PS TOWARD 
THE SOUNDS OF 
REVELRY AND 
LAUGHTER. HE 
PULLED OPEN 
THE DOOR OF 
THE WAIN DINING 
SALON AND THE 
WARM i BRIGHT 
LIGHTS INSTANTS 
DISPELLED THE 
COLD OP THE 
PCS , W6i.COM! (JG 
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EX-CAPTAtN 
OP THE DOLPHIN 
PROPEL.LEO 
HIS TERROR- 
GRIPPED BODY 
THROUGH THE 
DOOR AND 
SPED AVJAV, 

A^ WE 
NEARED THS 
COMPANION- 



triumphant 
expression* 
replaced 
his mask op 
pear; 
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THE QUIET ONE 




By John Martin 



SN THE musty front parlor of the board- 
ing house owned by old Mrs, Caskins, they 
sat after supper, while about them the placid 
building settled to silence. Mrs. Caskins lis- 
tened carefully, between comments by Mr. 
Kimler. She liked the early-to-bed habits of' 
most of her boarders. 

"He's quiet, much, much too quiet," Mr. 
Kimler said. "Mysterious, unreadable. Mark 
my words, Mrs. Caskins, that man Justin 
Momer is too odd to be normal!" 

Mrs. Caskins clucked and folded her hands 
primly in her lap. "A little odd,- Mr. Kimler. 
That's all Mr. Momer is," she replied, smack- 
ing her papery old lips together. "But he's a 
gentleman, he's polite to everyone." 

"Polite!" Kimler cackled- "Polite to every- 
one except me, you mean. Why, only last night 
I asked him what he did for a living — and the 
man turned round and went upstairs without 
saying a word, not a word!" 

"You may have been too inquisitive, Mr. 
Kimler," Mrs. Caskins said. 

"I — inquisitive? Absurd. I mind my own 
business!" 

Mrs. Caskins shook her head discreetly. She 
had never relished Mr. Kimler's prying ways. 
He had, among other bad habits, a way of look- 
ing like a hungry vulture at times, of unfold- 
ing sheathed claws. "Mystery — that's it. 
There's too much mystery abput the man. Who 
— I ask you, who — Mrs. Caskins, has seen his 
rooms?" Mr. Kimler asked. 

"He likes to do his own cleaning," she 
breathed confidentially. "Why should I com- 
plain. Mr. Kimler? Saves me trouble, doesn't 
it?" She paused and glanced round the old 
piflpl uneasily. "Of course, I've #een hit 
reerns, now and again, when I've brought hirn 
fresh bed linen and towels, He's taken most 
of my furniture out and put in his own. Real 
nice pieces, too — expensive." 

"What did I tell you!" Mr. Kimler said de- 
cisively. "From the look of him, he's an ordin- 



ary clerk, but his clojhes are of the best and 
now you tell me he owns expensive furniture. 
More mystery! Why doesn't he eat with the 
rest of us, hey?" 

Mr. Kimler stretched his neck out of its 
high, old-fashioned collar. His eyes glittered 
beadily. 

"Not home yet, either. Mr. Justin Momer 
keeps late hours. Where does he go?" 

"I've never seen him come home intoxi- 
cated," Mrs. Caskins said piously. "On the 
whole, Mr. Kimler, to be frank, you do Mr. 
Momer an injustice in your judgment." 

"We'll see, Mrs. Caskins, we'll see," Kimler 
said. "You think I'm just a prying old snoop. 
Well, I uncovered that towel thief for you, 
didn't I? And wasn't it roe who found Mr. 
Hilary cooking in his rooms last month?" He 
snorted piously. 

Mrs. Caskins just sat there. She didn't say 
anything, just looked at Mr. Kimler. 

Kinder twisted in his chair. It wasn't the 
first time lately that she'd looked at him like 
that, as though she'd found him out. Found 
him out, indeed! What was there to find out 
about decent people like himself? A dim dis- 
quiet filled Mr. Kimler's breast, mixed with 
feelings of outrage and a sense of ingratitude 
on Mrs. Caskins' part. 

"Well, anyway, one day you'll mark my 
words," he said. 

Mrs. Caskins got up, nodded to him vaguely 
and left the parlor. He heard the sound of 
her back bedroom door closing. 

He leaned forward toward the fire, warming 
his hands at the feeble flames. Then, abruptly, 
he jerked back as he heard the key in the front 
door. Footsteps clicked down the hall, Kimler 
strained hi* ears. He knew the Men of every- 
one who lived in the hoarding h*u»* - - - 

Momer! The quiet footsteps nf Justin 
Momer! 

Justin Momer stood at the parlor door, be- 
tween the old sliding portals, and looked at 
him calmly. 

"Good evening, Mr. Kimler," he said, just 
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as though he'd never growled at Mr, Kimler 
before. Kimler peered at Mr. Momer's features, 
expressionless as always. A shock ran through 
him 1 . Mr. Momer's face was lit by a smile, a 
friendly, warm smile, faint,' perhaps, but there; • 

Mr. Momer removed his overcoat and occu- 
pied the chair left vacant recently by Mrs. 
Caskins. 

"You were asking me some advice last night, 
weren't you, Mr. Kimler? Something about 
business, I believe. I fear I was a bit hasty." 
Mr. Momer chuckled. "You inferred, I believe, 
that I was a clerk. In point of fact I'm in the 
export business." 

"Export business?" Kimler asked, surprised. 

"Come upstairs," Mr. Momer said, rising. 
"I'll explain. Not a sound now." Momer put a 
finger on his lips. "We don't want to wake the 
house, do we?" 

For an instant Mr. Kimler hesitated. Then 
his curiosity got the better of him. "Strange," 
Mr. Kimler said, rising. "I'm in the export 
business myself." His voice broke in embar- 
rassment. "Just a sub-department head, but . . ." 

"No matter," Mr. Momer said. "You asked 
advice, as I remember. I'll be glad to give it 
to you— as one self-made man to another who 
seeks advancement," 

They went up the stairs together to the third 
floor. Momer fumbled at the door, opened it. 
In a sort of trance, Kimler moved inside. 

He wasn't disappointed. Yes, his suspicions 
had been justified. The furnishings were opu- 
lent, of a sound old period, heavy with pan- 
elling and plush coverings. Cozy old lamps 
sprang into life, illuminating a number of taste- 
ful pictures on the wall. 

Mr. Momer chuckled. "Rather a change from 
Mrs. Caskins' furniture, eh?" he asked. "Kind 
woman, Mrs. Caskins. She allowed me to re- 
. place everything with my own. I am an old 
man. Mr. Kimler, and I like to live well," 

Kimler's eyes completed the circuit of the 
two-room suite, He heard the door close behind 
Momer, then the chill, sharp click of a heavy 
lock. When he looked up, Justin Momer stood 
against the.door, a pitchfork in his hand, aimed 
at Kimler. 

"No one saw you enter, Mr. Kimler," Momer 
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said, his voice thin as the wings of a dead 
moth. "You are the only one of Mrs. Caskins' 
boarders with the deplorable habit of snoop- 
ing." 

"That — that pitchfork . . ." Kimler gasped. 
"What— do . . ." 

"Curiosity killed a cat, Mr. Kimler," Momer 
said. "It is going to do much the same to you." 
He waved the pitchfork toward what looked 
like a tall steel filing cabinet. "Get inside 
that!" 

Kimler moved toward it, trembling. The in- 
side was bare except for some bright metal 
rods in the ceiling. 

"Unfortunately, it has come to my attention, 
Mr. Kimler, that your ultimate aim in regard 
to myself was to investigate my rooms in my 
absence. As I told you, I am in the export 
business. My Specialty lies in the export of 
human beings through that metal cabinet to 
certain — constituents of mine who Inhabit a 
much different and warmer level of existence. 
I guess you know by now who I am, and where 
you are going, Mr. Kimljr! You see, people 
visit me at late hours, here. I put them in that 
cabinet — and close the door. When I open it, 
they are gone! Gone to lead a rather dreary 
existence, I am afraid!" Momer tittered. "I've 
heard no complaints. No one comes back to. 
complain 1" 

"Export . . ." Mr. Kimler choked. His heart 
pounded wildly. 

"A family specialty for thousands of years," 
Momer said, "An old, established firm. But I 
have gotten to the point where I like to work 
quietly, in some quiet neighborhood such as 
this, among quiet old people like dear Mrs. 
Caskins and the dear, quiet boarders in this 
silent old house. Which is why I am sending 
you on, Mr. Kimler. You have become too pry- 
ing, too dangerous for anything but— export 1" 

THE iron door clanged closed on Kilmer 
with the hollow i echo of a coffin lid. He 
waited there in the blackness. And just before 
the blinding flash came, and the sickening 
wrench, he was wondering. Wondering how he 
would end up. There wasn't much choice, he 
remembered, from what the Devil had told 
him . . 

THE END " 
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- m ' J 

TRAVELED 
A LONG WAY 
TO PEACH THE 
TINY VILLAGE Of 

joaquin, nestling 
at we base 

Of CUVAPO 

MOUNTAIN... THAT 

M, WW 'FORTRESS 

Of STONE 

KNOWN TO 

EXPLORERS 

*$ 7HE 

UNCC/fGHBtWE! 

BUT WHEN WE 

GOT THERE, 

WE WERE 

OCOMEPTO 

DISAPPOINTMENT! 
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BUT CHARLES MAY HAVS BfcCN 
PELIKIOlfS WITH FATIGUE, OK .*; 
DESPERATELY ILL.' IN SUCH A 
CONPITIOH A MAN'S MINC CAN PLAY 
STRANGE FANCIES UPON HIM I IN 
ANY EVENT, THIS MAP CHARLES -* 
LEFT PURPORTS TO SHOW THE WAY 
TO REACH THE SERPENT QUEEN'S 
DOMAIN " 





STAYED UP 
FOR AWHILE, 
TALKING ABOUT WE 
MAP AND THE 
STRANGE, HALF- 
GARBLED MESSAGE 
CHARLES HAP . 
LEFT B0HIND.' 
WE DIDN'T 
BEACH ANY 
CONCLUSIONS ABOUT 
HOW THE SCRAP OF 
PAPER HAD BEEN 

FOUND IN THE 

VILLAGE.' BUT THE 

MORE WE TALKED, 

THE MORE JOHN 

BARTON'S EXCITEMBN T 

SEEMED TO , 

MASTER HIM.' 






"WHESKSBHW" 
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SHANRI, THE SEfCFENT 
QUEEN! I MET HER: 
WAS MORE BEAUTIFUL 

AhV WOMAN I'VE 




Whs*, 

ABRUfi TLY, 
A GLITTER 
CAMS INTO 
JOHN'S EYES, 
AND A PINAL 
SURGE OF 
STRENGTH 
WASHED OVER. 
HIS RACKED 

BODY! 
SOMEHOW, HE 
MANAGED TO 
SIT UP AND 

.ACE ME, 
AND WHEN HE 
SPOKE, THERE 

WAS A NEW 
CLARITY IN 

HIS VOICE.' 



A huge projecting aoac shapep 
LIKE* A SERPENT'S HEAP.' THAT'S 
• WHAT THE MAP SA\D ... AND 
THAT'S WHAT 2 SAW. 



jffOR A FEW MOMENTS I SOUGHT TO 
» PACIFY HIM! BUT SOME INNER 
COMPULSION FORCED MM TO SPEAK, 
AND AFTER A TIME I STOPPED 
ARGUING WITH HIM; AND LISTENED... 

CHARLES WASN'T MAD! HIS MAP ' 
WAS ACCURATE IN EVERy DETAIL' 
I- J FOLLOWED IT TO THE SECRET/ 
PLACE, NEAR THE PEAK OP 
THE /MOUNTAIN/ " 




Z-x/t Fie st 

1 SAW NO ■ 

POSSIBLE. 

ENTRANCE! 

THEN A 

CURIOUS 1PEA 

STRUCK. ME.' 

I CLIMBED 

OUT TOWARD 

THE MOUTH OF 

THAT GAPING 

SERPENT ROCK, 

AND THERE 

I POUND A 

PASSAGEWAY, 

BABEL? WIDE 

ENOUGH TO 

ADMIT MY 

BODYi 
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already 
noticed some 
peculiarities 

about this 
hidden vailbv! 

WE AX WAS 

MOIST AND 

WARM, AW THE 

TOWERING 

REACH OF 

CLIFFS ABOVE 

US SHUT OFF 

THE SUNLIGHT' 

BUT THE MOST 

INCREDIBLE 

SURPRISE OF 

All. STILL 

AWAfTEP 

ME... 
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' A FRIENPOF 
J CAMS TO THIS PLACE 
' HIS '1AMS IS--OR WAS 
CHARLES CALLINGS ' 
""■ I WANT TO KNOW 
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« CHAHLES LOOKEO ALMOST ALIVE: 
I RIFPEP BACK THE CURTAIN TO 
SEE THE REST OF H/M! 



"A KlNP Of MAPNBSS FOSSMSSKP MB 

7HSN.' Z STRUCK OUT mUNCWt AT 

TUB SUARP NEAREST TO MS J 





'WEAPONS WITH AMAZING ACCURACY/ 
I NEVER HAP A CHANCE TO B5CAP&, AF7BZ. 
THAT.' THEY IOCREP /HE UP /A> A TINY 
EARTHEN PR/ SCW/ 
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"THEY 
BROUGHT 
MB TO A 
STRANGE, 

Circular 
cave, shaped 
somewhat 

LIKE A 
SMALL 

abem: 

TUSH Tug GUARDS 
OlSAPPEAUBO 
Am LEFT MS 

ALONB" 

WQNDESim 

WHAT WAS 

TO COME 

NEXT.' " 
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" TWO THOUSAND YEARS OLD, fMf 
SAID! SHANXI WAS ALL OF THAT— 
BUT HER THUS, REVOLTING SELF 

WAS OLDER THAN TIME! 1 FELT 

THE STINGING BURN OF FANGS IN 
MY FLESH ANP THEN, SOMEHOW, 

I STAGGERED TO TUB UODK.' " 
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9f*B NKWT Wfcft AS SLACK AS A TCVAS Aft UNSTiHWN-S Aft A «»AVBYAJ»o, WWW TW1 UNWOOVN 

VISTTOffft BURST 6HOCKIU5LY UPON THE eO=Ne .' TMEN — *THB BMBLL AMO TUB CWIU. OW C*ATI-I 
PERVADED THE ROW AND COMMUNICATED ITS MACASRg MCBSASB WITH . 



tmmgfMf cm/m 





. IMS TCRRIFIED LiTTLC WAN CAME RUUNlMfr rROWTOR 
HOUSE, TRY1NS 7D HOLD SACK O'FLAMERTY'S UPRAISED 
ftgfA iTQ STAY HIM FKOItt H I_ S _FRIQHT EMlNO PURPOSE i 

NO.WO-- \ /OUCAN'T STOPWE^UTCHERi 
^'FLAHERTY. \ NOTHING ON THIS EARTH V 

YOU CAKNOTDO I HAVE MY RETRIBUTION 
THIS WHL'- -" 
THIN& ! 
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^HEfJ THE A&OWZB0 HOWLS OPA 
THEPO&S 0U«NINS in th* 4 
IGNfT£P KENNEL BfTOUSWT **> 

CFLAHERTy BACK TO THE PRESgHTy 




Tlitcher BROKE AWAY from 
o'claherty's grasp and ram into 
the kennels 1 the stench of 
charred flesh assaulted his 
nostrils like parting needles ■' 



&r WAS ASRIZZ0 SK3HT,THe 
BRUTALLY CHARRED CORPSES 
LnTEREP ALLAROUNO! THEN 

SOIAETHIWG WH1WPESED-MOW6D1 
A DOS LAY PANTING --8APLY 
A burned! futeher dashed to it.' 
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?T)* *. FRANTIC HOUR, FLrTeMSR WORKBO OVER TWe DOS, AP- 

mtN» cow attir ccwr a* h» 5alv* . o'flahskty owy 

LAU*HBl> *T M» EPVORTS f BUOOBWLY, A, WERVH-OUAWWC5 
«HW*K TOM PROW THE VBT"» THROAT i 



AllEEE! HE'SDEAO- wave tou sone crazy i 
iTft HEART ACTION 7 SCREAM ABOUT IT ? 

STOPPEOi 






BUT IT'S STILL MOVING J STILL 


yaw 


^P" 


t\m\ \ | vj -iiij 


HI 






Hi 





_ VlAMERTY 5TARfiO AT TM- CREATURE IK AMAZE- 

miwt J yes, rr was '.%cwNe ! a fantastic -mouoHr 

eWTHfWO Wi9 rERVERTeO BRAIN J 



ALIVE, BtIT WfTHOUT HEART ACTION '. 1PONLY I COULD 
KEEP rr THAT WAY.' WHAT A FORTUNE I'D MAKE 
IKHIBTTIMS IT AS A CURIOSITY ' 




1 IT IS ASAIVi&T NATURE \ QUIET, FOOL . PERHAPS 

j to ToftTunousw Keep ) i can make w fohtune 

1 TO EYES OPEN IN / ON T«ES6 ACCURSED , _ -. 
AWARENeSS! '-■T^' ANWVALft YET 1 ^-AaFVJl 


Bkn ^^tffil W 111 1 II 


\<***<L\ l '*W t < 




f aL ' ; * 




4&tta, 


B5S1KL 






yS5f*"^-—7fiiii^ a^4"*i> 


^P^aEiVi 
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retained rra 

ASIUTY TO 

WOVE IN. THE 

DA>» 

FOLLOWED, 

DESPrre THE 

FACT 

WAS IN EVIPeWT 
AfiQWY '. 

o'flahertv 
maoeAk 

SW5BJ1CU5 
CAUVAS SUIT 
THAT 

TriE 
CftfiATUi 
BURNT 
BODY.' 



f TOOK OUT THR 
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i.TH*QUCW 

TUB RBWJNOSR 
or the NIGHT- 
marish niswt, 
the invasion 
8«oke oltt in 
unsuspected 

CORNERS! 
EACH TIME It 
WAS THWARTED 
BYO'PLAHEKTVS 

IHSENSATE 
DETeRWilNATKlNl 
AND THEN, AT 
DAWN—ALL 
WAS GWIET 

AOAIM 1 
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TWO CanT »o ON \ WrTW TWi M0T OKtHtiAL tCT n 
VdJCW LOMtMIt* £ I WOW njMHCM I Wml MRTUNB 
W-WHEBH WILL /AWD WMB 1 ASFOR THO&e — 

THOS6 FROM T«e OTHER WCWlD— 
Ig L06T TH6M ' 
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COMIC MAGAZINE 

DEFYING ALL DESCRIPTION! 

TERROR/ 

U 




SUSPENSE.' 



I 



TO TURN EACH COYER 
...IS TO ENTER 



OF HORROR 

NEVER BEFORE CONCEIVED 
IN THE MIND OF MAN 




10? ON SALE AT YOUR FAVORITE NEWSSTAND 10* 



